CALL  NO   MAN  HAPPY

result of uremia. The following day the surgeon admitted to us
that there was no longer any hope. A few seconds before the end
Papa opened his eyes and called me:

'You are there?' he said in a barely audible voice. 'Then it's all
right-----'

After that he drew two or three breaths and appeared to fall
asleep. The nurse held a mirror to his lips. He was dead. Never did
purer heart cease to beat. For my mother, who had brought him
there with so much confidence, it was a terrible blow and the end of
her real life. But she showed great courage. The burial, which took
place at Elbeuf, was just as he had wished. From the cemetery, on
the side of a hill overlooking the town, one could see the long orange
roofs and the high chimneys of the mill to which he had dedicated
his life. The workers all came. Many of the old Alsatian women
wept. Bellouin, a weaver who had been one of his most loyal
friends, gave a simple and moving discourse. From Le Havre
Monseigneur Alleaume wrote me: *Your father was one of the most
thoroughly noble men I have ever met. At the time when I was
living in Elbeuf he did not have a single enemy.' This was the exact
truth.

His death severed the last bond between the mill and. me. I
continued to go there, but each week I abandoned more of my pre-
rogatives. Even when I was at La Saussaye I devoted almost all my
time to writing. I had begun two books. One of them, Bernard
Quesnay, was a novel of industrial life, an elaboration of the long
short story I had published under the title of La Hausse et la Baisse.
As Veronese did in certain of his pictures, I put myself in it twice:
under the name of Bernard and under the name of Antoine Quesnay.
Bernard was what I might have been if I had tried to live the
Dialogues sur le Commandement; Antoine what I might perhaps have
been if Janine had lived. Bernard Quesnay is not a 'great' novel, far
from it, but it is an honest book, much truer in its description of the
industrial world than those pamphlets published under the name of
novels by men who have only seen that life from the outside and
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